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TbeT, ragedj t f ’ Hamlet 

Sleeping within my Orchard, my cuftorac alwnyes ' 
In the after noone, vpon my fecurc houre 
Thy vnclc came, with iuyee of Hebona 
In a viall, and through the porches of my eares 
Did powrc theleaprous diftiIment,whofe effeft 
Hold fuch an enmitie with blood of man. 

That fwiftas tjuickefilner, it pofteth through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body, 

And turnes the thinne and wholcfome blood 
Like eager dropings into milke. 

And all my fmoothe body, barked,and tettevd oucr. 
Thus was I deeping by a brothers hand 
Of Crowne,of Qucenc.of life,of dignitic 
At once depriued, no reckoning made of) 
Butfentvnto my grauc. 

With all ray accompts and finnes vpon my head, 

0 horrible, mod horrible! 

Ham. OGod! 

ghofi If thou haft nature in thee, bcare it not, 

But howfoeuer, let not thy heart 
Confpire againft thy mother aught, 

Leaue her to heauen. 

And to the burthen that her confidence beares. 

1 muft be gone, the Glo-worme fliewes the Martin v 

To be neerc, and gin’s to pale his vneffettuall fire: 
Hamlet adue,adue,adue : remember me. Exit 

Ham. O all you hofte of heau en ! O earth, what dfc? 
And ftiall I couple hell; remember thee? 

Yes thou poore Ghoft; from the tables 
Ofmy memorie, ile wipe away all (awes of Bookcs, 

All triuiall fond conceitcs 

That euer youth,or elfe obftruance noted. 

And thy remembrance, all alone fhall fit. 

Y cs, yes, by heauen, a damnd pernitious villaine, 
Murderous, bawdy, fmiling damned villaine, 

(My tables) meet it is I fet it downe. 
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trines of Denmdrke 

That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villayne; 

At lcaft I am fure, it maybe fo in Denmark*' 

Sovnde, there you are, there you are. 

How to the words; it is adue aduc : remember me, 

Soe t’is enough I haue fworne. 

Hor. My lord, my lord. Enter. Horatio, 

xJWar* Lord Hamlet. anA Marcellm. 

Hor. Ill, lo,lo,ho,ho. 

Mar. Ill,lo,lo,fo, ho,fo,come boy, come. 

Hor. Heauens fecurc him. 

Mar. How i’ft my noble lord? 

Hor. What news my lord? 

Ham. O wonderfull, wonderful. 

Hor. Good my lord tel it. 

Ham. NoiiotI,you’l reuealeit. 

Hor. Not I my Lord by heauen. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then ? would hart of man 
Once thinke it? but you’l be fccret. 

"Both. I by heauen,my lord. 

Ham. T here’s neuer a villaine dwelling in all Ttenmarke, 
But hee’s an arrant knaue. 

Hor. There need no Ghoft comcfrom the graue to tell 
you this. 

Ham. Right, you are in the right, and therefore 
I holde it meet without more circumftance at all, 

Wee ftiakc hands and part;you as your bufines 
And defiers fhall leade you : for looke you, 

Euery man hath bufines, and defires, fuch 
As it is, and for my owne poore parte, ile go pray. 

Hor. Theft are but wild an d wherling words, my Lord. 
Ham. I am fory they offend you;hartely,y es faith hartily. 
Hor. Ther’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Tatrike but there is Horatio, 

And much offence too, touching this vifion, 

It is an honeft ghoft, that let mec tell you, 
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